NOT        ACCORDING        TO        RULES

delight at receiving a visitor. They squatted in the
little O.P. drinking tea, and the Machine-Gun officer
talked and talked and talked. It was some time
before the A.C.P.O. realised that he was finding relief
in this volubility from the strain he had undergone.
Then he let him talk on without interruption. " He's
dreading the moment when I have to go/1 reflected
the A.C.P.O. And feeling sorry for him, he delayed
his departure for twenty minutes.

" I really must get back now," he said at length.
"The C.P.O. wants to go to sleep. Are you sure
you're all right ? Would you like me to send some-
one up ? "

The Machine-Gun officer seemed to be fighting a
little battle with himself. But there was only a
second or two's pause before he replied quite
cheerfully :

"No, thanks. There's not much point in it. I
can do all there is to be done. Good-bye ... It was
very good of you to bring that tea up. Just what
I wanted."

When the A.C.RO. was half-way back to the
Battery, another Very light went up from the slope,
and another burst of machine-gun fire echoed through
the dark night.

The Major stood in the doorway of the cellar,
awaiting him.

" What's the situation ? " he asked, anxiously.

" There isn't one," replied the A.C.P.O. seriously.
Cf There's just the approaching end. One determined
push by the enemy and they'll be through. It may
come at any moment. I offered to send someone
else up to the O.P., but he wouldn't hear of it. Said
he could do all there was to be done. I'm afraid he's
right. We'll have a job getting away from here,
Major."
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